\i rjc/hoji- juainetR'iCSil'i ragettfS 

Enter Capulet, Countie Paris, and the Clown#* 
C a t“' And Mount ague is bound as well as I, 

In penalty alike, and ’tis not hard I thinke. 

For men f© old as wc to kccpe the peace. 

*Par. Of honourable reckoning are you both. 

And pittie tis you lin'd, at ods fo long : 

But now my Lord, what fay you to my fute ? 

Capu. But faying ore what I hauc faid before. 

My child is yet a ftranger in the World, 

Shee hath not feene the change of fourteeneyearcs. 
Let two more Summers wither in their pride 
Ere we may thinke her ripe to be a Bride. 

Pari. Y ounger then lire, are happie Mothers made. 
Capu. And too foonc mard are thofe fo early made: 
The earth hath fwallowcd all my hopes but Ihe, 

She is the hopefull Lady ofmy earth : 

But wooe her gentle Paris, get her heart. 

My will to herconfent, is but a part, 

And fhe agree,within her fcope of choife, 

Lyes my confent, andfaire according voice : 

This night I hold, an old accufiomd Feaft, 

Whereto I hauc inuited many a gueft, 

Suth as loue, and you among the ftore. 

One more (moft welcome) makes my number more : 
At my poore houfe, looke to behold this night, 

Earth treading fiacres, that make darke heauen light. 
Such comfort as doe lufiieyong men feele. 

When well appareld tsfpriii on the heele 
Of limping winter treads, euen fuch delight 
Among frelh Fennell buds fhall you this night 
Inherit at my houfe.heare all, all fee 
And like her moll, whole merit mod fhall be : 

* Which on more view of many, mine being one. 
May Hand in number, though in reckning none. 
Come goe with me, goe firrah trudge about. 
Through fairc Verona , find.thofe perfons out, 
Whofe names are written therc,andto them fay, 


Exit . 


of pcomS And TuttcT. 

My houfe and welcome, on their pleafure flay. 

S*r. Find them out whofe names are written. Here it is writ- 
ten that the Shoo-maker fhould meddle with his yard, and the 
Taylcr with his Laft, the Fj (her with his Penfill,aod the Painter 
with his Nets. But I am fent to find thole perfons whofe names 
are heee writ, and can neuer find what names the writing perfon 
hath here writ (1 muft to the Learned) in good time. 

Enter Benuolio, <mdRomec>. 

Ben. Tut man one fire burnes out atiothers burning, 

One paine is lefnedby anothers angutfh : 

Turncgiddie,and be holpe by backward turning.* 

One defperate griefe, cures with an others laiiguilh : 

Take thoufotne newinfedfion to theeye. 

And the rarke poy fon ©f the old will dye. 

Borneo. Your Plantan leafe is excellent for that. 

Hen. For what I pray thee ? 

Rom. For your broken Ibin. 

Ben. Why Romeo art thou mad? 

%«m. Not mad, but bound more then a mad man is: 

Shut vp in Prifon, kept without my food, 

Whipt and tormented:and Godden good fellow, 

Ser. Godgigodcn, I pray fir can you reade? 

Rom. I mine ownc fortune in my miferie. 

Ser. Perhaps you hauc learned it without booke : 

But I pray can you rcade any thing you fee? 

Rom. I if I kuow the Letters anti the Language. 

Ser. Ye fay honeflly, reftyou merry. 

Rom. Stay fellow, I can reade. 

He reades the Letter. 

(TEigneur Martino, and bis wife and daughters : County AnfeJme 
^Jandhis beauteom fitters . the Lady widdow e/Vtruuio,, Seigneur 
J '^ct\uo,and h/s loue/yKfeeces:Mcrcat\o and his brother Vaicn- " 
t^xmwe Vr.de C^>u\zth !t rr,fe and daughters :my fatre Neect 

A farre Alfembly, whither fliould they come ? 

B % 
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